time. He asked me humbly to teach him too, so that
Jbe could make one as a present for Gwen, and then
night after night he sat up late and practised with
clumsy fingers over the fire at my side.
Besides the lodgers, there were a number of mis-
cellaneous hangers-on who used to frequent the house*
Most of them were former residents. They would
appear without warning at the winkle or shrimp teas
which began at half-past five in the afternoon/ They
would sometimes join in the choruses of Welsh hymns
which the two postal sorters would lead round the
dining-room fire on Saturday night. One of them,
another daily servant, borrowed my bed to sleep with
her soldier lover. Mrs Sarum did not seem to notice the
additions to her table. She continued to bang down
before us huge plates of swimming stew or mountains
of bread and cheese with the encouragement: 'Till
your belly, girl. Do you good." Sometimes she com-
plained a little after a Sunday when the lodgers had been
unusually hospitable at her expense. "You can't run
an *ouse like this for nothing, whatever they think/*
she would say dolefully. "Annie "asn't been in work
for three weeks, and the Welsh boys 'aven't paid me
either. They 'eaves coal on the fire and knocks the
furniture about, and the noise they kicks up in the
evening is something shocking. And now Mr Sarum
'as got to go in again for the water rate. I don't know
what Fm going to do/3
Horsehair was bleeding through tears in the worn
black leather of the dining-room chairs. In a corner
by ttie sideboard stood a trolley covered with tarnished
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